THE  TRAIN
was right. ... Filled with hope and affection, Nizvetsky
was more and more reluctant to leave Fa'ina's com*
partment and the staff train. It was hard for him to go
even an hour without seeing Faina. He had long
abandoned thinking about Lena. ... And one day, when
Julia Dmitriyevna was on leave and Danilov had gone
to town, it somehow so happened that he remained with
Fama till dawn. ...
"There is one thing I can't understand," he said to
her, happy and content, "Why did you fall in love -with
me?" She held him in her arms, softly, like a baby.
"How is it you don't understand?" she said with
tears in her eyes, deeply moved. He wanted her to
explain it all in detail.
"Because you are modest," she enumerated with
delight, "because you're polite, intelligent—in one
word, wonderful. ..."
She really believed that these qualities of Nizvetsk/s
had long ago conquered her. She even believed that
their meeting in the train carried the stamp of some
mysterious premonition, that she, Faina, had to go
through the war, all the dangers and the work to find
her happiness, the only happiness of her life.
"I only ask you one thing," she whispered hotly into
his ear. "always remember my love. These chits of girls
are ready to hang themselves on anyone's neck just out
of sheer boredom. I alone will be your true friend, your
real wife. My darling, it's awful, I feel I'll be madly
jealous of you. ..."
One day Fima came to Danilov.
She had not been working in the staff coach for a long
time—she was now a cook. In a very official tone she
said:
"Permit me to speak to you. We who are working
in the kitchen request you to take a personal interest m
our future."
"What do you mean?" asked Danilov. "Do you want
me to find husbspids for you, or what?"
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